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been with her for ten years. Has she changed much: Has
she had any illness which has altered her features? Has she
grown older:5
eNo, she is a little stouter, but she looks like a woman of
not more than thirty.'
CI must have been blind; no, it is not possible that I can
have met her!3
I could not make up my mind what to do. 'Ought I to
return to Aix?5 I asked myself. £She is alone, she receives
no one; what prevented her from speaking to me, from
giving me some sign: Suppose she will not receive me; but
no—she still loves me, she would not have had me so ten-
derly nursed had she been indifferent to me. She is vexed
perhaps at my not recognising her? She must know that I
have left Aix; she must guess that I have come here! Shall
I go to her? Shall I write:'
It was the latter course which I decided to pursue, and
in rny letter I told her I would wait at Marseilles for her
reply. This is what I received:—
'Nothing, my dear old friend, can be more romantic
than the story of our meeting at my country-house six years
ago, and now again twenty-two years after our parting at
Geneva. We have both of us grown old, 'tis the law of
nature. But will you believe that though I still love you, I
am glad that you did not recognise me? It is not that I
have become ugly, but I have grown stout, and that has
entirely changed me. I am a widow, happy, and well enough
off to assure you that if you are in want of money you have
but to draw on Henriette. Do not come to Aix to see me,
for your return would only give rise to gossip, though if
you revisit the town some time hence we can meet, but not
as old friends. I am glad to think I may have contributed
to the prolongation of your days by placing near you a
woman on whose fidelity I could rely. If you would like
us to write to each other I will do my best to make the
correspondence agreeable, I am very curious to know all

